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Heat 


Author's Notes: 
None of the characters are mine or reflect on the real people. I'm sorry this sucks and is pretty terrible but | 
wrote it all anyway so what the hell, may as well put it up here. 


It was just one of those nights, getting drunk in Alexi's room because there was literally nothing else to do. One 
of those completely and utterly boring nights where the only viable option was to get completely shit-faced 
and eventually pass out on the floor, remembering nothing the following day, wondering how the hell you got 


there and why you were surrounded by empty bottles. 


Alexi was lounging on the bed, flipping through channel after channel, trying to find something halfway tolerable 
to watch, while lazily sipping on a beer, maybe his second, maybe his sixth. Impossible to tell really. And Janne 
was looking through the several giant stacks of CDs he'd dragged onto the floor, trying to find a new one to 


put in because the one they were currently listening to was almost over. 


On nights like these, time was measured in songs and albums, not minutes and hours, which made every choice 


all the more important. Alexi had made the previous selection, so now it was Janne's turn to try and find the 


perfect follow-up. He was bored enough to spend hours looking through these CDs anyway because god there 
were so many! Some were more popular, obvious choices, staples really, and some were terribly obscure 


things that he had never even heard of before not to mention actually listened to. 


"Where the fuck did you get all these anyway?" Janne asked absentmindedly, scanning for bands that he knew 


and recognized. 


"You know, a lot of places," Alexi said vaguely, finishing his beer and turning off the TV in disgust, grabbing 
another drink "There's nothing good on," he complained, flipping onto his stomach to watch Janne. 


"What'd you expect for 12:30 on a Tuesday night? Or Wednesday morning, | guess,"Janne laughed, rolling his 


eyes as the album came to a close and he put in some Venom CD. What now? 


He migrated to a large stack of magazines in the corner, looking at the covers and searching the contents for 


something of interest. Most were music related. Well, pretty much all were music related. Guitar. Guitar. 


Guitar. Metal. Guitar. Metal. Blah blah blah. Guitar. Boobs. Boobs? Boobs. 
"What the fuck is this?" Jannes asked, holding up the magazine. 
"The fuck you think it is?" 


"Fucking sick shit, that's what this is," Janne said as Alexi rolled off the bed and crawled over to sit beside 
him, leaning over his shoulder to see what was going on. Janne began to flip through the pages, staring in 


shock at some pictures, wondering how Alexi even had the courage to buy something like this. 


"This is seriously depraved right here," he said, peaking at Alexi out of the corner of his eye, seeing that he 


was busy staring at the magazine. He shrugged in response. 


"Yeah, pretty good right?" he smirked, turning from the page to look at Janne, who had now turned his head 
completely to look at Alexi head on, eyes wide in shock. "Oh, sorry, | forgot you were so straight-edge. Little 
Janne doesn't have to look at this inappropriate ‘depraved shit," Alexi cooed, snatching the booklet out of his 
hands and taking another swig of alcohol, settling against the bookcase to continue studying the pages just out 
of Janne's line of sight. 


‘lm not straight-edge! I've just never, uh, seen anything exactly like this one before. But, ummmn, it's great!" 
Janne said stubbornly, grabbing the magazine out of Alexi's fingers only to be confronted with another 
grotesque image. Where the fuck do you even find shit like this? This was plain weird! But he wasn't fucking 
‘straight-edge’, just not quite this kinky. Peering at Alexi again, who had returned to his spot beside Janne, 


leaning over his shoulder just a little, he thought, well, you learn something new about someone every day. 


They sat in silence for a while, just looking through the pages, Janne's fingers shaking sometimes when he got 
nervous or embarrassed, but eventually he managed to forget that Alexi was sitting next to him, allowing him 


to absentmindedly sip on his beer and actually get into the material before him. It had a certain appeal... 


Before long he was reaching the end of the magazine and realized he had a raging hard-on. In other 
circumstances this would be fine, just one hand away from satisfaction and moving on, but now Alexi was 
sitting next to him. This was awkward.. He crossed his legs and kind of set his arms on them, concealing his 


straining pants, and glanced over at Alexi, trying to be discreet as he looked down quickly. 


Holy shit! He was sitting with his legs straight out before him, splayed open a little to reveal a pronounced 
bulge in the front of his jeans. He wasn't even trying to hide it! Janne quickly looked back to the page before 
him, trying to breathe deeply and evenly. His dick was pulsing now and he wanted to just touch it so badly! 
Just give it a palm or something, gain some slight relief, anything! But fucking Alexi was right there and he 
was still trying to hide the fact that he was turned on. 


When it was finally over he hopped up immediately, turning his back to Alexi to place the magazine back in the 
pile. He took his time, laying the thing down carefully and neatly, finally turning back with his hands somewhat 
clasped in front of him, dropping down as quickly as possible across from Alexi, leaning against the foot of the 


bed, not wanting to be next to him anymore. It was just too uncomfortable. 


"That was awesome. Fucking page 54. Hands down best," Alexi sighed, letting a hand brush over his crotch, 
maybe accidentally maybe on purpose. They liked to do this with albums, discuss favorite songs, best this best 
that, certain riffs or solos that stood out. And apparently now they were doing the same for fucking pornos. 
Hopefully this didn't become some sort of fucking ritual.. 


"Uhhh, yeah... didnt know someone could fit that much in their mouth.." Janne trailed off, face burning at the 


memory. 


"Imagine her sucking you off. She had a nice ass too," Alexi said, squeezing his eyes closed, moaning a little at 
his own thoughts. He leaned his head back, exposing his pale throat and parting his pink lips, forming a little ‘o’ 


as he pressed his hand into the crotch of his jeans, a small smile spreading across his face. 


Janne's breath hitched as he watched in awe. What was he doing? Did he forget that Janne was sitting RIGHT 
HERE? His dick twitched, throbbed a little harder. 


The change in his breathing didn't go unnoticed. Alexi looked up, cocking his head at Janne's burning face but 


keeping his hand where it was in between his legs, although not moving anymore. 


‘Some of those people, | didn't know you could contort your body like that without fucking breaking your back," 
Janne said, letting a leg slip out before him to expose his own bulge, watching as Alexi licked his lips and moved 
his hand a bit, a barely audible whimper coming from the back of his throat. He kept his eyes between Janne's 


legs. 


"Yeah man, | don't know. You should've seen the look on the woman's face when | bought that. It was fucking 
great," Alexi laughed, slipping his hand beneath the waistband of his pants to touch his dick directly. Janne 


could see the hand moving beneath the denim, see teeth bite down on a pouty lower lip, ineffectively concealing 


another moan of pleasure. Fuck. 


Janne let his other leg slip out, a quiet keening sound making its way out of his lips as he watched Alexi, his 
own hand moving down to rub against the hardness a little. And now a sigh of pleasure. Fuck yes. He closed his 
eyes in ecstasy, trying not to make any more embarrassing noises, trying not to look at Alexi's dick beneath 
his pants. 


When he opened his eyes, he was confronted with the sight of Alexi's hand picking up the pace beneath his 
jeans, the button now undone, and his eyes boring straight into Janne's head, watching his face. Alexi licked his 


lips again, more slowly, keeping his blue eyes trained on Janne's brown ones. Janne looked away. His lip twitched. 


"Do you need another drink? I'll get it," Alexi said suddenly, withdrawing his hand from his pants and hopping up, 
striding over and grabbing another beer, holding it out to Janne, who took it with a thanks, brushing his fingers 
against Alexi's, the same ones that had been on his dick. Janne dug his fingers into his thigh. Grandmothers. 
Car crash. Spiders. Fuck. Alexi dropped down next to him. 


"God, your face when you were looking at it though. That was fucking priceless," Alexi laughed, running his 
fingers through his dark hair, hair that tickled Janne's cheek they were so close now. Alexi shifted his leg a 
little, letting his knee knock with Janne's, hand falling over his chest, ghosting over a nipple, before falling back 
into his pants. 


This was bad. They were too drunk. Shit was getting confusing. Why were they doing this again? Janne tried not 
to look but he could still hear and his hand automatically dropped back to his crotch, grazing Alexi's shoulder 
on the way. He'd never really imagined what Alexi would sound like moaning in pleasure before, but god, it was 


beautiful. 
A slender arm draped over his shoulder. 


"You see that woman with the strap on?" Alexi asked, carding his fingers through Janne's hair, nails 


occasionally scraping his scalp or cheek 


"Yeah.." Janne gritted out through clenched teeth as Alexi's hand moved around to stroke his arm, then 
squeeze his thigh. His other hand had at least left his pants but was now slowly rubbing over his jeans, eyes 
staring intently at Janne's hand that was doing its own rubbing. What the fuck was Alexi thinking? Was he 
literally this drunk or..2 


"Would you let her fuck you?" Alexi asked breathily, fingers brushing across the back of his neck 


"No! That'd be.." Janne trailed off, turning his head away from Alexi, trying to gather his thoughts. He should 
leave before things got even weirder, before he woke up next morning wondering what the fuck he was 
thinking. They had a good friendship going on right now, a good vibe, and this was going to ruin it. They were 
jerking off next to each other on the floor. Shit would just be awkward after this. Hell, he was just a fucking 
keyboardist, expendable. What if Alexi kicked him out of the band? He should really just get up and leave... 


"What would it be, Janne?" 


"| don't know.." he mumbled. He did know, but it felt wrong to say it considering where they were right now. 
Getting fucked up the ass seemed gay. 


"Hmmm... | would. Let her fuck me, that is," Alexi smirked, letting his hand fall away from Janne's neck, seeming 


to enjoy the shocked look on Janne's face. 
"Why? Why would you..?" he shuddered. 


"Who knows? I've heard it feels good. I'd want to try it," Alexi took another swig of beer, prompting Janne to do 
the same, although this time it was with shaking fingers. He was still hard though and that posed a problem. 
He didn't want to think about Alexi getting fucked up the ass. "It'd be weird to ask a chick to buy a strap on 
and fuck me, though, don't you think? So I'll probably never get the chance." 


"Yeah.." Janne uttered the strangled reply, feeling blood running south the more these images filled his mind. 


"You know Janne, you're a really good friend of mine. Nothing's going to change that. | promise. There's no need 
to be embarrassed," Alexi said as if reading his mind, nuzzling his head into the crook of Janne's neck. A hand 
made its way to Janne's hip, crawling under his shirt to stroke against the warm skin of his stomach and 
chest, down his sides, just softly trailing over every part of his abdomen, 


There was still time, Janne thought. He hadn't reached the waistband of his pants yet, so he could still put an 
end to this. Alexi was obviously completely out of it, which was nothing new, but things had never gone this 


direction before. 
"Alexi, | don't think we should, um... " 


"What? Don't be such a prude. I'm not doing anything," Alexi mumbled, wet lips moving against his neck "Besides, 
| can tell you like it anyway," he smirked, running his hand over the bulge in Janne's pants that was only 
becoming more urgent the longer Alexi teased him. Instinctively, his hips moved into the touch, bucking upward, 
trying to gain any friction possible. Then suddenly the hand disappeared. Janne closed his eyes, embarrassed 


again, wishing he could control himself better. 


He could hear and feel movement beside him. Alexi was gone. But then the movement came closer and a leg 


brushed his, a certain heat and slight weight settling from above. What the.. 
He opened his eyes, seeing Alexi straddling his legs, face just inches from his own. When Alexi started to lean 
in, Janne reflexively leaned back, afraid Alexi was going to try and kiss him. Instead, he felt warm breath 


flutter his hair and hit his ear. 


"You look so hot like this, all nervous and turned on," Alexi breathed, biting down on his ear lobe, forcing an odd 


squeak/ moan out of his mouth. 


"You think I'm hot?" he asked tentatively, almost disbelievingly. He was awkward, too long and gangly. Nobody 
had ever used the word ‘hot to describe him before. 


‘Mmmmm," Alexi said in reply, rubbing his cheek against Jane's before tugging the hem of his shirt upwards 
and over his head, an action which Janne strangely complied with, lifting his arms to help. It was just that his 
dick was getting harder and harder and Alexi was looking more and more appealing. The thought crossed his 
mind that it was too late now. He couldn't stop this even if he tried 


Alexi sat back on his heels, looking over Janne's newly exposed body, appreciating it before running his hands 


over the smooth skin, when suddenly the room seemed too silent. 


"The CD's over," Janne mumbled just as Alexi's hands gripped the waistband of his pants, about to tug them 


lower 


"Dammit," Alexi muttered, snapping out of it and climbing off of Janne, stumbling toward the shitty player, 
yanking the Venom CD out to put in some album from a band that Janne didn't recognize. For some reason, 
this action was important. If the music stopped, so did the mood, the fucking around. They couldn't do this shit 
in silence. The noise had to continue. Already some of the spell was slipping away, the dazed confusion, the lust, 
replaced with an awareness of what was actually going on. Not that either of them said anything about it or 


were planning on stopping. 

Janne noted that from behind, hunched over trying to find the next CD, Alexi almost looked like a girl, could 
definitely be mistaken for one, with his small body and narrow shoulders, long hair flowing down his back He 
only needed to be a little softer, more shapely, a little less muscle, and it would be near perfect. But then he 
saw Alexi's face, the barely noticeable stubble forming along his jaw, and the vision slipped away. 


Alexi glanced back over his shoulder. 


"Holy fucking shit," he grinned, taking in the sight of Janne, who had slid his pants down to his knees and was 


busy working on himself again. "I've had dreams about this, you know." 

He began to crawl back toward Janne, whose eyes were now wide open and staring at Alexi questioningly. 
"You've had dreams about me?" 

"| dream about a lot of things," he smirked. "You might've been a random addition to one or two." 


"Random addition?" 


"Yeah, you're always fucking distracting me by doing shit like this. Like, itll be a really important dream and 


then there you are, just around a corner somewhere waiting to ambush me with this shit." 


"What happens next? | just sit there?" Janne asked. 
"Well, | can never resist helping a friend in need." 


Janne watched as Alexi crawled back over to him, settling between his legs. So the fucker had dreams about 
him? That was fucking news. It was kind of hot actually. 


A hand gently pushed his own away and gripped his cock, running slowly up and down the length of it, feeling it, 
a finger running over the head. Janne's eyes snapped open. Fuck. Alexi was touching his dick. This was pretty 
much the last thing he ever thought would happen. 

| want you so fucking bad," Alexi moaned against his neck, teeth scraping along the delicate skin. It was really 
those words that did it, those words said in that voice. That and the building tension, the sight of Alexi's back 
arched forward, his for the taking. Something inside Janne just broke. He shoved Alexi off of him, causing him 
to fall onto his back on the floor. 

"What the -" 

But Janne's lips cut him off, crashing down hungrily, violently, hips grinding into Alexi below him. No more of 
this teasing shit. If they were gonna do it, let's fucking do it. He all but ripped off Alex's shirt, exposing his flat, 
pale chest, roughly pushing down his pants and boxers in one go, lips moving to suck on his neck, bite the skin 
roughly. 

"Mmmmm that's good," Alexi said from beneath him, grinning. 


"Yeah," Janne replied absentmindedly, gripping Alexi's hips and squeezing. 


"No, the album. That was a lucky find, let me tell you! Although you're not doing bad either," Alexi smirked, 
trying to stifle laughter. Janne just growled and kissed him again, biting and tugging his lips to shut him up. 


Unexpectedly Alexi pushed him away, catching Janne off guard, sending him rolling over into the stack of CDs 
which toppled in all directions. 


"If you break any of these | swear to god I'll never let you back up here again," Alexi hissed in his ear, yanking 
his hair up so that their lips met again in a bruising kiss, erections rubbing together. 


"You're the one who fucking pushed me over. Dick," Janne muttered when his lips were freed. 
"Yeah, well, | couldn't have you crawling all over me like | was the chick or something!" 


"Might | remind you that you're the one who wants to be fucked up the ass... 


"Never said | wanted you to do it," Alexi said defiantly, gasping when Janne suddenly rolled him back over, 
closing his mouth over the tip of his aching cock, running his tongue along the length slowly, following with his 
hand. He could honestly say he'd never thought in a million years he'd be sucking Alexi's dick and yet here he 


Was... 


"You don't want me to?" Janne asked, kissing Alexi's abdomen, allowing his hand to continue moving up and down 


the pulsing hardness, slick and wet. 

"No. | mean, yes. Fuck it, you know what | mean," Alexi panted, hands tangling in Janne's hair. 

| need you to tell me what you want Allu," Janne whispered into his ear, waiting to hear the words. 

"Fuck. Yeah, uhhhh, | want you to.. shit. Fuck me Janne Wirman. There. | said it," Alexi rolled his eyes, cheeks 
reddening. It seemed some of the confidence from earlier was wearing off now that Janne was taking control of 
the situation. "| can't believe you made me say that, asshole." 


"Stop pouting and just turn over," Janne ordered. 


"Why would l.. what the fuck is wrong with youl? Were you just gonna stick your dick in there? Jesus Jannel | 
mean, | knew you weren't the brightest bulb but honestly...” 


| thought you wanted me to! You just said -" 


"Under the bed. Just.. | hope you're smart enough to know what to do with it," Alexi sighed, watching as Janne 
came out with a container in his hands, opening it up with curiosity. Oh. Shit. That made sense. He started to 
rub it on himself. 


"No. No, no, no. You have to fucking.. You've gotta use your, uh, fingers first. | mean, do you need to read a 
‘How to have gay sex' manual? God, why you? Why did | choose you?" Alexi cried, rolling his eyes. "Come here 
dumbass," he sighed, dragging Janne back over to him, pulling his fingers up to his mouth, sucking on the 


fingers of his right hand. "Your fingers taste like dick. Literally straight-up dick" 


"Have you tasted dick before?" Janne asked curiously, taking his index finger and pushing it into Alexi slowly, 


trying not to think about what he was doing. 


"Maybe. Maybe not," Alexi grinned, a gasp coming out when he felt Janne's long slender finger inside him. 


"Whatever the case, your fingers tasted like it. Not bad though. | like your fingers.” 
"You like my fingers?" Janne asked, sticking another finger in. Alexi groaned, wincing a little. 


"I meant that they're, like, pretty or some shit that sounded way less gay before | said it. You have nice 
hands, okay? Fuck." 


Janne stretched out his fingers a little, trying to see if he was doing something right, but he couldn't tell if 
Alexi was in pain or pleasure at the moment. He didn't really want to ask either. Eventually he just decided 
enough was enough and withdrew the fingers, putting the lube on, waiting for Alexi to say he was doing 


something else wrong, but it was just silence. 


He leaned down to kiss him, pushing the tip in, keeping an eye on Alexi's face, watching him wince, a small groan 


escaping his lips. 
"Does it hurt?" Janne asked, trying not to move, although that was proving pretty hard. 


"A little. | knew that already though. Just keep going," Alexi said, waving away his concern, trying to wipe the 
grimace off his face. 


Janne slowly pushed the rest of the way in, continuing to kiss down Alexi's neck, hands roaming his chest 
freely. Alexi's hands gripped his back, nails digging firmly into the skin, groaning again when Janne began to 


move slowly inside him, squeezing his eyes shut. 


As Janne developed a more regular pace, he at least seemed to get more used to it, his eyes opening and lips 


moving to receive Janne's kisses, hips moving to the same rhythm. And then all of a sudden: 
"Fuck!" 
His back arched, muscles tensing, nails digging deep enough to leave imprints, mouth hanging open. 


"What? Shit, do you want me to stop? Sorry, | hurt you didn't 1?" Janne asked, looking down into Alexi's wide 
eyes. 


"Fuck no! That was... that was fucking good, okay? Stop asking so many damn questions and just do that again 
will you?" Alexi moaned, urging Janne to continue. He tried to angle the same way, do whatever he'd done to 
make Alexi react that way, but it didn't seem to be working until a minute later: 


Shit, yes, that's fucking it!" 


He stayed in the same position, hitting the spot again and again, studying Alexi's face contorted in ecstasy, his 
hair splayed on the ground, framing his head, pale skin blotchy from kisses and bites. Fuck. He was on the edge. 


Alexis hands went to his unattended cock, working on it, teeth biting hard into his lower lip. 
"Janne, fuck, I'm gonna come," he groaned, hot liquid hitting Janne's chest and stomach mere moments later. 
Janne was quick to follow, collapsing on top of Alexi. Still in raptures from probably the best orgasm ever, he 


felt Alexi's lips meet his softly, a hint of a smile playing around the edges. 


Fuck. What just happened? 


Janne had been the first to get up, stumbling to the bathroom to clean up. He hoped that Alexi wouldn't try to 
follow him and was glad when he didn't. And then it was Alexi's turn, giving Janne time to get dressed again and 
flop on the bed in exhaustion, suddenly wondering why the hell they'd done it on the floor when there was a 
bed right here. 


"You know what? That was awesome," Alexi said, striding back into the room with a huge smile plastered on his 


face. 
"More like weird" 
"You didn't like the album?" 


"The album? The fucking album? | don't know, | was a little preoccupied while it was playing," Janne said 


sarcastically, trying not to watch as Alexi got dressed. 


"Yeah, well, the other thing might have been a little weird but awesome too," Alexi mumbled, flopping on the 
bed next to Janne, resting his head on his shoulder, running his fingers through Janne's hair while Janne draped 


an arm around his shoulders, pulling him close. 
"At least | didn't break any of your precious CDs." 


"Well congratulations, you can come back. Trust me, next time, when you actually have half an idea of what 
you're doing, itll be even better," Alexi yawned, nuzzling into the crook of Janne's neck, eyelids drooping closed. 
He was obviously spent from that night's activities. 


"Next time? Allu!" Janne shook him with his thigh but it was no use. All he got was a muffled "mmmmm'" in 
reply. Dammit. It wouldn't matter anyway because there were only two things he knew for sure as his own 
eyelids started to flutter: One, that fucking album was going to be stuck in his head for at least the next week 
and he didn't want to give Alexi the satisfaction of hearing him hum it all the time, and two, that whatever 


Alexi wanted, Alexi got. 


Needless to say, there was indeed a next time. 


